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2 THE IOWA HOMEMAKER 
To Market! To Market! 
EARLY on the morn ing of May 20, a 
hundred or so mar-
keting students started 
blithely to Des Moines on 
that combination of 
smells known as the 
"Marketing Trip." These 
busses full of laughing, 
noisy girls, under the 
competent command of 
Mrs. Blinks, Miss Mont-
gomery and Mr. Paddock 
left Home Economics 
Hall precisely at seven-
thirty - the marketing 
course had reached its 
climax. 
In Des Moines, we 
sto-pped at our headquar-
ters, the Savery Hotel. 
While there, w•e were shown the stor-
age room and kitchens. I was impres-
sed mainly with the magnitude of the 
whole affair-the efficiency in arrange-
ment and operation. I am not forgetting 
that this is a trip of smells-as we left 
the hotel by the way o.f the Coffee 
Room, the odor of that stimulating 
brew tickled our nostrils temptingly. 
The packing house was disappoint-
ing in one respect. Altho we started 
sniffing while half a block away, we 
discovered that the odo.rs were not 
half as bad as they had been painted-
if odors can be painted. The speed 
and efficiency of the packing and ship-
ping amazed us. I was fascinated by 
the sharpness of the knives in the 
skilled hands of the trimmers that 
send the meat along with a speed that 
is remarkable. The man who bones 
the hams is an artist-a few swift, 
dexterous twists and the ham bone 
emerges, triumphantly clean of any 
meat. A florid Jewish rabbi, who 
killed the beef for the Jewish trade, 
lent color to the situation. 
From the packing house odor to the 
spicy aroma of Tone Bros. was a 
speedy jump in our bus. We saw spices 
ground and packed, and coffee roasted, 
packed and labelled. We heard the ro-
mantic tale of the spices, and were 
sneezingly entranced by the story of 
the pepper plant. We were forced to 
leave; our red and watery eyes bore 
mute evidence of our interest. 
At Taft's we were introduced to the 
mysteries of the storage of fruits and 
vegetables. Each fruit and vegetable 
in a different temperature-cold rooms, 
colder rooms, frosty rooms and finally 
the warmth of the rooms in which the 
grassy green bananas are ripened in a 
sickish ammonia atmo.sphere. 
Of all the places we visited, the City 
Market was the most delightful. Booth 
after booth piled high with white-
tipped scarlet radishes, slender white 
onions and curly green lettuce. Straw-
berries and asparagus were placed in 
aristocratic seclusion. There were 
many booths offering tiny plants-
cabbage, tomato, cauliflower and even 
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pansy plants· for the spring gardener. 
Inside the market were country eggs, 
fresh fruit, golden flowers, and up-
stairs were the spring fries and broil-
ers, plump and white enough to sharp-
en the most lagging spring-time appe-
tite. 
If the open air and the tramping had 
made us hungry, the sights at the 
Market turned us into a ravenous 
horde. We were beginning to tire, 
and the quiet beauty of the lobby at 
Younker's Tea Room was indeed a 
rest. The delightfulness of that lunch 
eaten to the syncopated melodies of 
Philbrick and his orchestra-well, I 
haven't words to describe it. 
Does your mother have a cooky jar? 
Does she bake enough to fill it on Sat-
urday morning? Then, you lucky per-
son, you know just how it smells at 
the Standard Biscuit Company. We 
had become rather hardened to the al-
most unbelievable efficiency of ma-
chines that seem almost human. 
Cookies are remarkably delicious when 
they are hot from the oven-even lf 
you have just consumed a very ade-
quate luncheon. After eating gener-
ous samples we were overwhelmed 
when we w'ere presented with a large 
box of assorted cookies for our refresh-
ment on the way home. Thru some 
mistake, our particular group was 
given two boxes. At Miss Montgom-
ery's conscientious suggestions, we at-
tempted to return one for fear one bus 
would have to go without, but our 
guide refused to take them back. We 
did not insist. 
At Hewitt's, Grocers Wholesale Com-
pany we almost met our Waterloo in 
the shape of a mechanical elevator. 
Distrustful and anxious, Miss Mont-
gomery pushed the buttons and we 
rose steadily and prayerfully to the 
offices. After admiring the attractive 
display of Hewitt's special brands-
Strongheart, Opal, White Way, Waneta 
and School Girl-we heard the story 
o-f the building of a business without 
advertising and of the intricacies of 
the purchase of canned goods for the 
retail supply. The preparation of pea-
nuts for peanut butter 
was particularly appeal-
ing, as were the open bar-
rels of salted peanuts and 
pecans, to w'hich we were 
invited to "help yourself." 
We were gratified by our 
guide's complim en t -
"You girls sure do p:ck 
things up rapidly." 
At Amend's Market we 
were particularly inter-
ested in the refrigerator 
rooms of meat that were 
being stored fc.r the hotel 
and restaurant use. We 
saw the "cow beef" that 
had been ordered by the 
cheaper restaurants, and 
the choice cuts for the 
Wahkonda and Avenue 
trade. We w'ere interested in the feed· 
ing facilities for the "milk fed chick-
ens. 
Our visit to the Colonial Bakery was 
rather ill-timed, as the day's work was 
just about over. However, our guide 
explained processes, and we saw the 
storage rooms (where they lock the 
doors to save the raisins from prema-
ture consumption), the blender, the 
monstrous mixer, the large proofing 
troughs, the ovens where the bread 
travels thru the various temperatures, 
and the electric wrapping machine. 
Expressed in a sentence, we had our 
marketing facts securely clinched by 
actual experience in a combination of 
education and sheer pleasure. We 
sang our way toward Ames in that de-
licious sort of weariness that comes 
at the end of a full day pleasurably 
and profitably spent. 
GAMES FOR EVERYONE 
Divide the company into two sides, 
each under a quick-thinking captain. 
One side decides upon a certain letter 
of the alphabet, say "S", and when 
both captains are ready, one gives the 
name of an animal beginning with this 
initial and then starts to count up to 
ten, slowly· and aloud. Before he has 
r eached ten the other captain must an-
nounce another animal beginning with 
the same initial. Then he begins to 
count, and so the game proceeds until 
one captain fails to announce an ani-
mal by the time his opponent counts 
ten. Said opponent then has the priv-
ilege of choosing one of the opposing 
captain's helpers. 
Helpers are not allowed to announce 
a word aloud, but must whisper is to 
their captain, who announces. The 
opposing captain must watch for the 
most helpful of his opponent's help-
ers, so that he may choose them for 
his own side whenever possible. 
The Jetter "S" is easy. Squirrel, 
skunk, sow, salamander, sparrow, 
smelt salmon-one can go along in-
definitely if fish and birds are allow-
able as well as mammals. 
